HIZ Christmas dinner at Colonel
Flowerdew's wus & soclal success.
Irene Cleminshanw bad never em-
joyed herself better. She weas
new to the West Indles—the
daughter of an officer just arrived
In the Island—and the whole
glamour of the scene was still
wpon her. The open windows that gnze upon
:{lbeshcmleper-cn\"GrEd veranda, the green lght of the
moon that shcne through the blg blossoms of the
crimBon bignonia, the eool alr that hlew In from the
scented gurden, the fireflies that flitted Among the
white libiscus bushes without—ull, all were 50 strange
aud fresh and beautiful. Then the profusion of tropl-
oul flowers on the table itself; the nolseless browi
wilters, In their spotiess white linen jackets, moving
ent-like up and down; the huge heaps of oranges, pines
and star apples; the negro women In the background
handing in the dishesand showing thelr white teeth as
they puseed them to the brown men servants.
It was llke séme magle geene of the “Amblan
Nights" to Irene's lmaginatlon. In her cool white
musliy, with the sea breeze streaming in upon herand
the mooniight fcoding the careless garden beyond, she
wondered why she had not always lived In fhe West
Indies.
“Try seme of our pepper-pot, Mlss Clémhjfhnw."
Oolonel Flowerdew safd, pressing It upon her, ~ “‘Pep-
pet-pot, you know, !s & specialite here. We make it
once, then go on adding to it always, without ever fn-
Islilte It, My father told me that Monk Lewls pralsed
this pepper-pot Lighly when he was here in 1820."
Irene helped herself to soime; and found it not uo-
palatable. The historloal dish was still as good as
ever. “But It tastes quite fresh,' she answered, roll-
Ing it on hef palate.
N9, np,” the Colonel corrected gravely, twirling his
white snustache. *“That depends, It tastes modern,
with oceastonal antlque reminiscences, The beauty of
pepper-pot is you never quite know what gou're going
to Bzh np out of it. You miy happen on a plece that
wis putdn yesterday, and you miy happen on a plece
thot ecan remember Waterloo and was old before Tra-
Lo lgne
a1t is eertainly dellelons,'’ Irene interposed.
“You " the Colonel peplied. *Tt's about the only
{Hine these confounded nlggers can do tluin.‘a worth
dolug.”
Irf.-ne glanced with a liftle senge of diseomfort at
the handsome young brown mian i the white linen
fncket who was cnerylng the dish. She thought 1t
waa wnkind of the Colonel to speak of hig race before
him with such sweeplug eondemnition, But the brown
man safled imperturhibly, and went on handing the
pepper-fiot,  Fle was accustomed to sueh’ language,
The Colonel noted her look. however, aod bursy out
Inughing. My dear child,’ he crled, “yon needn't
trouble wour head about these nirgers' feelings, be-
ecatiip—they  hnven't got any. They prefer belng
Kleked, Tt sulis them, They're Just lke a dog, dom't
you knew, PHe hardap you hIt hin the better hoe loves
you. Glve him a sound, govd hiding and he crawls to
¥our feet nnd fawns upon you. Well, your nigger's
inet Hke that, He's all the better for an occaslonnl
Heking. " !
Trene was too polite to differ from her host, espe-
clilly 45 she had only that week arrived from England;
but she glanced ageln at the handsome young brown
man.  She felt sure be could not ke to hear his moth-
er's people so spoken of. Though she could not help
odmitting to herself that he seemed to take the re-
mirks very quletly.
“We have n proverh here,” the Colonel eontinued,
sipping hock ke n connolsseur, ** *God mode the food,
but the devil made the cooks'; god for my own part
I lmprove upon 1t, “The devll wmnde the servanta”
Hoern, Thomus, I sny, the bock to Mlss Cleminshaw!'
Irene hardly knew what to answer, Wut the Cole.
nel went o unperturbed.  “They Have one virtue,
N thouelh: they serve you falthfully In great emergencles.
They'll thieve and they'll play you tricks, and they™ll

a laugh in thefr gleeve at yow as long gs things go all
right; but when trouble's about. by George, they'll
etiek to . you as a dog sticks to his, mnster. They'll
fight for yom, and they'll dle for you.”

“That's the nature of the Inpwer races," a ' clergy-
man oppesite bher hroke In.  “A negro mammy will
toke more cire of your bables than she would take of
lher own.'" i

Yes," the Oolonel assented, **just s p dog Is capa.
ble of deep attachmeént to Lls master's childven, bug
uttorly cnteless whit becomes of hils pupples.'

lpgie felt greatly embarrdssed by thls enrlious dig-
regivil of the black servants' feellngy, and to turn the
conversatlon she went on, “But they are g0 EWent,
the dear Hitle black bables! Sueb funny Mttle bright-
eyed things! P'm gulte In love with them. We saw
severnl of them tumbling about in the dust a8 we came
up the Bog Walk. And what a lovely drive It ta! 1
don’t. think 1 ever saw anything so beautiful as the
bamboos and the {ree ferns."™

“Yes It's a prelty drive,” the Colonel answered,
onressing the white mustnehe once wore; bt they
keap It boadly, You ean't get these confounded nlggers
to keep unythlng as It ought to be kept. And as for
the baliles, well, they're fat enough, anyhow. I've
seen half o dozen of them, blick babies andl black pigs,
rolling In the dnst ontside a hut together, so that yon
conldn’t tell which swas shich—black plg or -black
baby."

“They sny your people here are dlscontented, Colo-
nel,' a young officer from Kingston put in, lgoking up
the table townrd thelr host. *Do you think there's
anything {n ¥

The Colopel lnughed. “Discontented? he erled.
“0h, well, they're always grumbling, of course, if
that's what you meau; bnt disconterdied, not sericusiy.
What have they got to be discontented about, I'd Hke
to know? They have everything they want; plenty to
ent and plenty to drink, and nothlng to do but lie un-
der the mango trees and walt till the mangoes drop
into thelr mouths; so what can they find to grumble
about? Aad they don't griumble, really, except just
for the pleasure of If. It amuses them, grumbling.
A more contented, good-nntured, Inzy, 1dle, happy-go-
lucky set of blackguarids then the negroes of this dis-
trict I wouldn't wish to meet anywhere,  Discon-
tented? Not a bit of 1t; they woulda’t hurt a fly —
God hless my soul, Walker, what's that blaze over
Fonder?"”

Byen as he spoke, a sudden flare of red lighted up
the background. The Colonel rose from his seat at the
hiendl of the table. Thomas, the handsome brown boy
In the clean white linen Jacket, rnshed over to the
verandn. “Run, sah, run!” he cried, throwing up his
hands. “Save yourself! We will look after de house |
and de property. Oh, my king, dem risin’. It Gearge
Macleod and his set! Dem burnln’ de tragh-houges!”

And foom the slde whence the glare came rose n
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will ob de ki Col
kil de Buoeral L, kill de Colonell K0,
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aoxpsm:._ FLOWERDEW at least had that saving
grace of his kind, great physical courage. His
cheek never blanched; his voice never faltered. He
turned o bhis daughter. “Gwen," he sald, culmly, as
hie might hove spoken on parade, “thls Is a bad busi-
ness, 8link away by the back, dear, and try lo get
out on the North Rond before they redch uws, I will
stop here and fight the roftians with the men and the
servants.” Then he turhed to Irenss “My child,' he
sald, softly, “you munst understand that this means
real danger. The negroes have rigen. If they catch
you they will kill you—or worse than kill you. Hide
In the river, und drown yourself rather than fall luto
their hands.” Ag le spoke he was drawlng out
and preparing his revolver. “If they take you
allve, I dare not say what may happen fto you.'
Irene shrank away info the back of the room

.....@ '
@a
..@.

\
-

OZP»I N-ZPEOZ% »

S R e R m e e S e s

: Al @hristmas Cragedy in the Cropics.

+

B s R a s e s AR A e s s e oy

In a wild gecess of terror. What happened next she bardly knew. But
she wiha dimly avwere of smoke gnd nme reddiér, 8he saw the Colonel
gtanding by the verandn, very restélnte, with hls revolver in his hand;
ghe saw Thotiins by bis gide with bls eotlnss, wapldly snatehed ap, and
ready to defend with lls lite the master whose words she thought must
8o deeply hove hurt hlm: she saw the other servants ruslhing forwarl,
men and women alike, with knlves, or whatever otlier weapon ecame
handy; and beyond them all she paw ndyancing that wild band of in-
Brrgents, In coarse plantation clothes, with thelr Inarticulate erles of
“Ie Teard has risen! Hallelujah! Arlse, slay, bhurn! Eill de Colonell
Dielibber de peoplel"

Gwen Flowerdew geized her arm. “Come away, Trene,' she cried.
“There's no tlme to lese. If they eateh you they will kill you'

“You wiil not desert your fatherd! lrene exclaimed, almust too terrl-

fle] tomove.

“We must,"” Gwen pnswered. ““The servants will protect hlm."

As she spoke the words (Gearge had legped up on the veranda. The
Colonel ralsed his revalver and fired one shot, deliberstely, But just as
the trigger moved Gearge flung up bz hand and diverted the bullet,
Next fustant, with a quick twist of the arm, he had wrested the pistol
from the (..‘ul'\ollul's grasp and tossed it far umong the bughes of the shrobs
bery. Thomas, rushing forward, hrought down his cutings on Gesrze's
body; nnd the other gervatits cloged ln. Blood was spurting freely; there
was o elung of weapous, Irvenp olosed her eyos and ¢odld lpak no lohiger.
With & common wominly lmpulss shis clapped hér hands to ber ears and
stood rooted to the ground, Gwen seleed her Dy the armm and drageed
her off bodily. As they slunk out by the further door Irene opened her
eves and looked back.

The [ast thing she saw was the Colonel's body, backed and bleallng;
the white shirt front was dabbled and reddened with blood; above It the
honsehold gervants were fghting ke wildedts, while the Insurgents were
rushing on with uplifted cutinsses und unenrthly erles of “Kill, kill da
Calonel”

They were drunk with lust of blood and fushed with the sense of
victory. )

Irene followed Gwen blindly into the canefisld ootside, and then,
groplung lke oue blind, to the thicket beyoml. There ber strength gave
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“De Lard's will Is done. We hab slain de tyrant!”

The eyes of Clemmy, the big negress; flashed rage. Bhe fired the
houge with o bennd from the cdze brosh. The wooden verands and
thntehed roof blazed like tinder. The bouse servants. wounded and

bleeding, stlll fought desperately among the flimes, as the Colonel had,

predicted they would, for thelr master’s property. DBut revolt was In
the ascendant. More negroes had Jolned the little band of Insurgents,
roused by the finre of the burning roof and maddened by the sight of
blood. It was clear that all was lost, for the moment at lesst. They
eonld ?ut lurk and wait for reinforcements from the loyal troops and
people in Eingston.

IV.

s HERE [a de migsy ™ Gearge crled, glaneing round him for Gwen

Flowendew angd counting * 1 gluln. “She |s wofse dan dem nlL
She too proud, ds gal Gwen. ™  word ob de Lard came to me, ‘Slay de
white Jezebel that oppress . my Isruel.’ She go out de adder way. 1
see her slink away dere; IPriends, breddern, Joln hands; scour de fields
end plains untll you come upom her an' slay her, de Lard's epemy, de
womwan ob de painted face, de Jezebel ob 8t Tammas.'

All the women had fled at onee, leaving the handfal of men to fight
their battles. Now the house was earried, the insurgents rushed out
with ferce shrieks Into the gurden and the Jungle beyond, which led
down to the river, Obeylng Gearge's orders, they jolned hands In & long
row, and begnn netting the spdee, as 1§ were, In search of the fagitives.
But they were pot quite pumerous epmough to form an oninterrupted
line, and at one of the geps by the end Ispsc Carvaibo found himself
some slx yards off from his nesrest nelghbor.

In a great straggling string they closed slowly iu, sweeplng the fogl-
tives before them towsrd the banks of the Rlo Cobre. Isase strode on
through the deep hanims of gulnea gruss, up to his neck in lush meadow,
searching eagerly as he went for “de Lard's enemies."” If he found one
be wonld draw bis cutlass Hke amon nod cut her throats “Dem soeakin’,

cownrdly, proud, goodfor-nufin’' white women;" for hia part he was de-
termined—

He started uside even ng he thought it, for close beside him, as guiet
as 4 mouss, something stirred In the gulnes grass

Isae’s first thought

“In a flutter of terror she took the man’s hand and crept on where he led her—the shouts
of ‘Kill! Killl" rang in her ear each second.”

out suddenly. She dropped her new friend’s hand, It was a life and
death erlsis. Gwen, In ber thin evenlng dress, gazed at ber guest for a
moment, hesitating, TLove of llfs trivmphed. She turned and fled, leav-
Ing Trepe alone among the tropleal jungle,

1L

SAACQ CARVALHO hnd joined (he rlotous moh at a moment of In-
decision ond In -« most balf-bewrted fushion  He had been drawn in
by the whirlpooll Unllke Genrgs, who rfeidlly hited and dreaded the
whites, Isiane had no partlenlar ground ‘of complalnt agdinst the domi-
nant Buecrn, FHe disliked the Colonel, to be sure, whose dominecring
witys had made him wnpopular throughont all the valley; but.against the
whites as such he harbored as little eridze as It Iv possible for a black
mnn to feel I on old slave colony. However, the momentary enthusl-
asm of revalt earvied him forward with the others om the crest of it
waye, and beforé e knew qulte what Lo was Jdolng he funnd himgeif
rushing madly forward, with his cutingg In hs hand, and jolning sloud
In the fierce chorus of “Burn, glay; It de Lard's willy kill, kil de
Colangl " + i
He had joined them in the first wild act of Incendiarien. From the
blazing trnsh honses be rushed on with the others to the Colonel's Hotise,
On the front steps of the verandn he saw the Colonel wulting for fhpm—
erect, soldlerly, a fotleenble wan, In his evening dress and brosd font
of white shirt, with lis Immaculate yle, faclig desth as stoutly aa he
would Love faced It on the bottle fleld. Tsane balf deew back at the
slghit of that one strong mun, with hls guests by hls slde, smiling at cer-

‘tain fate, and prepared for all énlergencles, But Gearge, his eves fiagh-

Iug and his white teeth clenched, leapdd forward like o tiger and sprang
upon blg vietim,  Before the Colone! could fire Gearge's hand hid wrest-
ed away his weapon, Gearge's cutlassd kad sounged Lim In the ueck: red
blood spurted forth; the Gelondl recled, but still fonght with bls stivk
bravely.. Bat It was one against mnny. In anothdr minute or two the
white shirt front was red witk dabbled gore, the evenlng coat was In
trips, the carefolly trimmed mustache was one clotied mass, and the
Colonai's body Iny for dead on the vernnda. .,

“‘Fire de honss!' Gearge erled, w!'t!f:'n ring of teinmph o his voles.

*
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was an Ignana; then he knew It was a white womnn.

Gaxlng down o the twillght, sided by the red glare from the burning
‘house, he saw, cronching In the grass, a deliente young girl in a dainty
white muslin dress, who gozed up st him sppealingly. Her eyes seemed
to plead; her Lreath was held hard; sbe¢ put ote Onger to her lipe to be-
spetk his silencd, Then, with a sudden sllént movement, ber hand slid
Into hls owil, and she drew him down to her gently.

At the wnexpected tonch of that eonfiding hand Isaac. Carvalho was
another man.  Without moving from the spot or betrnying tho slightest
emotion to hig fellow huotors, he Dent hls head siightly, held one Rand
to s heart to stil] 1is'beating, ‘put his own finger to his lps In retorn,
and whispesed, In o volee g0 low as to be almost fnnudible, “All right,
missy; don’t you mobe or stir Dis ulgger understan’; gwine to take
care ob you" s

The touch of that hand had thrilled through and through him.

Jrene looked wp into bis hopest oyes and saw he meant It. In hot
blood he wounld have killed - doden white women: and thought no maore
of It thon youlor T would think of so riany mosquitoes. But the girl's
confiding hand Hnd taksn U4 negro Ledrt by storm, and he had no ldea
nowW, save to protect and preserve hor

“Dhe line moved on. lsise, with o burried ginnee to right and: left,
dragged behind a little, dropped gradually onty and then cropt back to
her slowly. He erept on all fours through the guinea grass, which cov-
ered bim In above; till e was ¢lose by Jrone's side,

Roeep low, missy,"” he whispered. “Don't you ehow your head. If
dem nlggers see it, deimn will Nnck gou, Igto blts gime as dem Laek de
Colonel,  Creep along here by my sidé. No, uo; It don't no good to creep
down towird de ribber, eause dem gwine to search it; and it don't no
good to creep back to de house, ‘Cause too many ob dem guardin' it.
But you Jest creep along sldewnys dis way toward my Hut, an' It once
we can gét you In dere nobody aint gwine to bhurt you.”

Irene's Nenrt was in her mouth; but, In n thrtter of terror, she tonk
the man’s ‘hand and crept on where he led. “The sgharp cdges of the
guinea grass ooy her hnuds and lmees thil they bied: but sbe did not dare
to stop short: The hue and ery of the insurgents. was too close heside

them; the shouts of “Killl Kil!" ruug o her ear each second. They

crawled on, eldewnys, nolselesaly, Inviaibly,
through the deep, high grass, Isaac leading the
way and puttlng aside the undergrowth In the
stealthy megro manner with his bare arms, Irene
following on end setting her hands and knees
in his trocks quite blindly.

Creeping In sllence so for many hbundred yards
they reached at last the edge of the grasa plece, and,
& close Jungle of prickly bushes which to Irene looked
lmpenetrable. Isnae surveyed 1t dublously. v

“We got to get tro' dere,” he sald, st last, hold-
Ing his head on one side. It don't no udder way
gbout It. If I {ake you round by de open, missy, dem °
gwing to find us an' kil*us bote, Dem will say I
harborin® de Lard’s enemles.'

YT esn mnever push through that,"” Irene cried,
shrinking away from It

“] koow It, honey,” the black man answered,
lopking round st her with consideration in his eyes.
“You don't strong enough to push tro’, and de tharns
gwine to tear your flesh. But I tink I can mansge
bim." He turned to her suoddenly. Then ha seized
her all at once In his srms without a word, and,
with a strange, monkeyllke sactlon began to run
backward through the jungle, looking behind bhim ns
he ran, crushlog the bushes with hLls baek, but
protecting her as far as possible from the thorns and
spines with his own body.

He must have run several hundred yards, stlll
stealthlly and nolselessly, when he reached the open.

In front stood a4 small thatehed hot. Isasc mo-
tloned her to be silent again, snd carried her lnto
it llke a baby.

He lald Lier gently on the bare muod ground of the
hut and strock a soiphur mateh, with which he
Hghted & cheap petroleum |amp, such as one slways
“finda In negro cottages, Irene conld see that his
arms and back wera torn &nd bleeding.

“Youn have burt yourself,” she cried, drawlog
away.

Isane looked down careleasly &t the bleedlng »
wounds, *Oh, dat aln’t nuffin’,"” he answered In a

cheery volee, though he was very much torn.
dope hurt yousself, missy?"

“Not—not very mueh,” Irene whispered back,
trembling. The whole position began to cowme hotas
to ber with a thrill of horror.. She was slope and
helpless in that black man's dwelling.

Isaac seated her gently on the ground, and then,
from the recesses of the it poduced & cilzbash
full of ‘fresh «cold water., With it he pro-
ceeded very reverently to wash the deep seratelies on
her neck, face and hands, diying them aftersird on o
talernbly clean square of red eotton bandkerchilef. Tha
sltuntion was curlons. Under any other ¢lreomstances
Irene would have found the stifiing heat and close ale
of the megrn hut intolerable; she wounld bhave shruonk
from the calabush ands the red cottor handkerchief.
DOnder the conditions in which she. found berself, how-
ever, ghe wius glad enough of the ghelter Into which
ehe had erawled; glad of the cool water and the mo-
mentary reeplte from that brenthlessg adventure. Bat
her henrt still beat fercely and her lUmbs trembled.
For she was by no means sure oven now of Isasc,

As for Izaae himself, half an hour before, in his al-
ternative miod, he would bave sprung upon Irene with
the spring of n beast of proy, nnd cut her small white
throat without one second’s compunction. But that
appeallng band had made all ‘the difference. When
Irene glid her delicate fingers into his, with the air of
a spppliant, I=anc felt his whale mature turn back upon
itself In a sudden revulsion; the Ilnnate chivalry which
ia dormant lu every savage came out at onee, and he
hnd no thought now but to save this dalnty, shritking
white womnn, He recognized ber us befog of a higher
type, and he becams at ance her devoted slave, ready
to dle In her service, as the Colonel had truly sald,
witih doglike fidelity.

V.

HAT could he doto ghow 1t? He brought the pil.

low from his bed and 1aid It on the ground for Irene
to sit mpon. The poor girl sat on It, dazed. He leaned
down and tried to console pr reassure her. Half pa
hour before it hod been “de Lard's will” 1o massacra
the whites, but now,. he declured, with many assovera-
tions, “Dem I8 only a4 xet ob foollsh, drunk sniggerd.
De soldléts from' Kingston gwine 1o céome dpwn 1o-
morrow to shoot dem all; and den we gwine to take
you buaek straight to your people.”

Irene sat and shuddersd. My father {s a soldler,”
she said, sivply, Yo command at Kiogston.™ It was
terrible to think of passing that night dlone with thia
strange negra, In that ¢loge, dork hut; but there wos
nothing else possitile. Ag yet sbe hardly reallzed how
much danger stlll lay In store for ber. lsanc récog-
nized It more fully, for he knew hls own peoples
*Looky here, Missy,"” he sald, lenning down to her,
with his white teeth showing. *It don’t all ober yet.
Before long dem nigger gwine to come here to ax fer
ihe., If de¢m find ‘you bere, dem gone kI yon dead.
We muss blde you somehow. Bur it don't no good
hidin® you ottside de hor; dem search de open; sou
muss llde In hére, honey. Wiaen dem gome, yob do
Hke I tell you, an® don't 6% no question. Meself will
take earc ob you. If dem gwine ter kill you, Missy,
dem gwine ter K you tro" dis nigger’s body."

Trene grarp d Lls Lot dn slletit grotiteds,

Bhe sdt the:e cowerlug for an heur in sHence.  All
the time she could henr her own heart Leat and feel
ber bosom futtering. At the end of an hour or =o,
Ieanc talsed one warning finger and held his ear of-
tentively. “Dvm comin’, Missy.” he murmured. hLis
quick ear de'esting the nolse even foster than lrene's.
“Diem comin’, T rell yorr Make haste and hlde here™

A= he spolkie a dlstnnt ery fell on {rene's rar. “De
serbant ol de Lird had slaln de tyrint. Hallelufah!
Atize, kill all; iet not one 1ibblu’ soul be left among
dem!"

The cry drew nesrar. It rose and fell Kideonsly.
Isnne meanwhlle opened the month of the saek which
Irene had scen him preparing before, and whispersd
to her low, “Creep into It!" Dazzled nnd mazed, Irene
erept in, hardly aware what she wag doing. Then her
binck friend 1ald a few cut ends of yam at the moutl,
to look as If It were foll, and rolled the sack and its
contents with seeming carelessness near the door of
the hat, yet very gently.

He hod scarcely done so when Clemmy and Gearge,
with their followers, burst In—a wild mob of murder.
ers, They had lights iz thelr hands, and were shrick-
Ing discordantly, for the Colovel's rum had sdded by
this time to the fierpe Maennd enthusiasm. ““Where
am de traltor?" they eried aloud. *“Hlm dat run away
from us? What for hlm run away? Him sbelterin’ de
Lard's enemles. Senrch him bouse! Find dem out!
KllY, slay dem!™

1 don't no traitor,” Isane sald, standing out by
the dom of the hut, and glvlog the saek of yams
(with Trene Inslde) a slight backward kick with his
powerful bare foot, wo thnt a few wvams rolled out in
the miost Innocent manner. Iréne, holding her breath
within, felt that he dld It with extroordissry strength,
¥et perfeet gentleness. ‘1 don't harbor no epemy. 1
is de fren’ ob de Lard; I lub de Lard’s people.”™ And
nt the moment of spenking he meant It serlously, for
Irene was now to him the blessed fugitive.

“Search de honse,”  Gearge cried. pushing bim
aside, snd half inclined to hack him down. 'The
women begen to search Iti Issae stood sside haugh.
tily and then sented bimeelf with great dellberation
on {he sack. Trene's bresth came and went In short
gasps; but ghe luy sl s 4 mouse. The wowmen
genrched everrwhere except in the sack. which, with
Its protroding vams, Jooked too lunocent for conceal-
ment. It was g0 much the most sallent object in the
hut, indeed, that they nex' thought of examining |t
Isaac sat and atared nt them with stolld unconcern,
At the end of thelr Inguisltion Gearge drew off frown-
Ing. “Stop bere, Clemmy and RBose," be suld,
hosreely. “‘Stop nn' see du_t alm don’t get lotg
no mischief wit® ge Buecrn.™

(C;ca-i_inuﬂ_;m Pm 81.)
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